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Prologue: 

Mayhem by Moonlight

The pale moonlight illumined the little brown bear. He was sniffing for berries, his nose
in the air.
The cub followed their scent to the depths of the wood. When he finally found them, those berries were good! He gave some to a hedgehog, a skunk, and a hare. They were too small to reach; he was happy to share.
[image: A bear, hare, hedgehog, and squirrel share berries at night.]
Now the forest fell silent; the birds stopped mid-song. The cub grew uneasy. Could something be wrong? For in summer, the nightingale sings in the night; if she suddenly stops something isn’t quite right.
The cub stood there and listened and sniffed at the wind. On his ears and his nose the bear had to depend.
A slight shift in the breeze brought a smell to his nose. The bear’s heart started pounding and terror arose. He said, “RUN!” to the hedgehog, the skunk, and the hare. “You must get away NOW; you have no time to spare!”
The cub wanted to flee but was sure in a bind: since the day of his birth, this young bear had been blind.
Now he stumbled ahead as he tried to escape from what lurked in the shadows—a dark hulking shape.
[image: Felman strolls toward his prey]
The shape stepped in the moonlight to follow its prey: that frantic young bear who was running away.
If he hadn’t been blind, the poor bear would have seen what was following after, so cunning and mean.
But the nightingale saw! And it scared her to death. Frozen with fear, the poor bird held her breath.
Coming after the cub at a casual pace was a powerful man with blue paint on his face. His blond beard had been braided, his arms were tattooed, he was strong as an ox: he was one deadly dude.
The man bristled with weapons, the tools of his trade. On account of his size, they were all custom-made. At his hip, he had holstered his clobbering club. In his hand, was a bola to capture the cub.
[image: The cub flees]
Now the man hurled his bola: it sped through the air! The keen ears of the cub were acutely aware his pursuer propelled something rushing his way. The cub ran even harder in fear and dismay.
But the bola, it struck the blind bear on his feet! The cub tripped and he fell with a moan of defeat.
[image: The cub is snared by the bola]
As the moonlight illumined the man who approached, he sneered down at the plight of the cub he had poached.
He was Felman the Slaver!
He’d captured his prey to enslave and to sell to whomever would pay.
Felman tied up the bear, who was squealing with fear. The cub’s cry carried far, and his kinfolk could hear. But the cub wasn’t close in his hour of need.
Felman gave a sharp whistle to summon his steed.
With a snort, a black horse trotted out from the trees. It went straight to its master, now down on his knees. Felman muzzled the cub then he strapped him down tight to the back of his horse. He rode off in the night.
The cub’s parents gave chase, calling after their son. But that horse was quite swift and could not be outrun. Felman soon crossed a river: the bears lost his scent and could not figure out where that kidnapper went….




Chapter 1: 

The Circus Comes to Town

When Prince Martin woke up, he could not help but smile; for this happy young boy had been waiting a while for the day when the
Circus would come passing through. And today was the day it would make its debut! Horns announced it had come to the kingdom at last. The boy jumped out of bed, and he got ready fast.
[image: Martin awakes in his bed]


Martin went out and knocked on the door of his guest. She was skimming a book and was already dressed. Upon seeing Prince Martin, the guest was elated. (She had risen at dawn and impatiently waited.)
“You are FINALLY up!” She was grinning with glee. “I’m ready! Let’s go! I’m excited! Whoopee!”
This young lady named Margaret was royalty, too. Her nickname was Meg. She was good through and through. She was younger than Martin by almost a year. She’d be ten pretty soon, though: her birthday was near. The girl lived on an isle in the great Western Sea. And the queen of that island had given decree that her daughter—this Princess—could sail to The West to go visit her cousin, the one she liked best. She could stay for one month of amusement and fun. Now her month with Prince Martin had barely begun!
[image: Princess Meg looks up from her book]
The kids ran to the kitchen, and quickly they ate. Then they raced from the castle and entered the gate of the Circus, whose tents had been pitched in the night, with tall tent-poles and banners; the colors were bright! The kids mucked out the stables the morning before and had money to spend from that odorous chore. They bought bunches of tickets and made all the rounds. These two cousins enjoyed all the sights and the sounds.
They saw jesters and jugglers and poets and bards and a kid who constructed a castle of cards. They saw minstrels, magicians, and blind balladeers. Punch and Judy (the puppets) drew catcalls and jeers. They saw marvelous acrobats, comedy troupes, tiny clowns, mighty strongmen, dogs jumping through hoops.


[image: Circus scene]


In the shade of the tents, there were pastries for sale. There was cider for children; adults preferred ale.
The pair followed the crowd to a red and white tent to attend what was billed as the biggest event: a collection of creatures was there on display from the fields and the forests of lands far away. All these beasts now performed in an animal show. After each of the acts, all the people would throw silver coins on the stage where, according to plan, a trained monkey collected the coins in a can.
The show ended at last, and the Ringmaster bowed. The man winked at the ladies he liked in the crowd. He was handsome and dashing; his mustache was twirled. The man wore a tall hat, and his cape was unfurled. He sure cut a fine figure and wore his clothes well: Meg and Martin were charmed by the Ringmaster’s spell. The two cousins now clapped till their hands became sore. They had thrown their last coins, and they wished they had more.
They took one final stroll round the Circus’s grounds.  They had seen all the sights, now, and made all the rounds. Their two bellies were full of much flavorful food; they were tired, but still in a marvelous mood.
At the end of this day of amusement and thrills, the kids saw something wicked, which gave them the chills.




Chapter 2: 

A Dirty Deal

It took place right behind that big red and white tent, where those creatures performed and their silver was spent.
The two cousins could see two grown men and a bear. This poor cub was enslaved, sunken deep in despair. What they witnessed was wrong—such a shadowy deal! It was something the smaller man tried to conceal. With surprise, the kids watched that transaction unfold, as the small fellow bought what the big fellow sold.
Sixty ounces of silver—a hard-bargained price—was the cost of the cub.
These two men were not nice!
The kids recognized one from the animal show. ’Twas that man with the hat, who got people to throw silver coins on the stage for his ape to collect. He had charmed that whole crowd with the greatest effect.
Now the other man, he was a sight to behold! His blond beard had been braided. His blue eyes were cold. The man’s cape had been made from the pelt of a moose. The big club at his side had seen plenty of use. He had marked it with notches, three dozen or more. ’Twas a tally of sorts, a most sinister score. With tattoos on his arms and a scar on his face, it appeared the man came from a warrior race.
[image: Felman and the ringmaster negotiate]


As the big fellow counted the coins he’d obtained, the Ringmaster eyed the young bear he had gained. For this man owned the Circus and fortunes he’d made off the beasts he had bought in the animal trade. He would make the bear dance! Foolish peasants would pay! They’d throw coins at its feet, make him money each day! Now the Ringmaster said to the bear, “You shall dance. You had better learn quickly to caper and prance.”
“But I don’t want to dance!” cried the cub to the men.
Now the big man said, “Shush!” and he kicked the cub’s pen. Then he said to the Ringmaster, “Don’t spare the lash.” He sneered down at the bear (he was brazen and brash). “He’s a cave bear, and that means he’s bound to grow large. Never let him forget that it’s you that’s in charge. For there’s nothing more deadly—I must emphasize—than a cave bear who’s grown till it’s reached its full size.”
Now the Ringmaster fingered his long leather whip, which he always kept handy, right there on his hip. “He will not give me trouble,” he said with a leer. “For nothing persuades like a good dose of fear!” The man cracked his black whip, and it made the bear wince. (The blood drained from the faces of Meg and the Prince!) “I have never acquired a cave bear before; Felman, get me another—I’d pay a bit more.”
But the slaver replied, “These are real hard to get; when you’re hunting for cave bears, you’re facing a threat. You have got to get lucky and find one alone—and hope that he’s far from his bear-ridden home. For those cave bears are social and live in a pack. If you get by their caves, you had best watch your back. Cave bears live in the north, where it’s cold and remote. And you cannot get up there by carriage or boat. And you might not encounter one after your climb for they hibernate hard—for ten years at a time. So believe what I tell you: the chances are slim of me catching another. Be happy with him.
As the two men were talking, Meg started to creep to the cub, who was quiet, pretending to sleep. She knelt down, and she whispered kind words to the bear.
“Will you help me?” he begged, with a sad, sightless stare.
[image: Meg whispers to the caged bear cub]


Now the Ringmaster noticed and uttered an oath, then he angrily turned and confronted them both: “Get away from my bear; he’s not part of the show. This cub hasn’t been trained, yet. You kids need to go!”
Princess Meg was upset and began to protest. She said, “Look, he can talk, and he’s sad and distressed! Oh, it’s beastly and cruel to keep him a slave. Can’t you let him go home to his kith and his cave?”
(Now at this point I’ll mention, in case you don’t know, in millennia past, many ages ago, certain beasts could do more than just growl or screech: there were some that were born with the power of speech.)
But the man wouldn’t budge. He had made up his mind: though this creature could talk, still this bear was born blind. Now the Ringmaster spoke, his words dripping with scorn: “This defective young bear should have never been born. He is blind as a bat and unworthy of life. He’s now destined for drudgery, service, and strife. Plus, I paid a fair price; he belongs now to me. My bear’s none of your business—you kids let him be!”
The young Princess now offered to trade for the bear, as she lifted her crown from her golden-red hair: “This is all that I’ve got. It’s a very fair deal. It is gilded with gold—and the ruby is real.”
Now the Ringmaster priced the girl’s crown at a glance. But it wasn’t worth more than a bear that could dance. In a matter of months, he was sure he would clear a lot more than he’d paid. And then year after year, he would fill up his coffers with coins peasants threw. He’d retire by the sea, buy a home with a view. So the Ringmaster said he would not make the trade. He had made up his mind and now couldn’t be swayed.
She was very upset; in her voice was a quaver.
It was then Princess Meg was provoked by the slaver!




Chapter 3: 

Felman!

All the while, he had stood there, a smirk on his face. Now he said something rude, to his utter disgrace. Felman said that the spirit and spunk Meg displayed could most quickly be cured by hard work as a maid. Felman said that he knew a few fellows who’d pay quite a bit for a girl to clean up every day.
[image: Felman smiles cruelly]
This barbarian’s words shook the girl to the core. As a Princess she’d not been insulted before! She now glared up at Felman, hands balled into fists.
But Prince Martin restrained her by grabbing her wrists, for he’d seen Felman reach for a knife in his boot. They did not stand a chance with this ignorant brute!
[image: Meg is angry]
The Prince nervously spoke now, adjusting his crown: “You had best saddle up and then get out of town. What you’ve done is disgraceful, immoral, and wrong. I am smaller than you and not nearly as strong. But I speak for the King, so believe what I say: we don’t want you around. You must leave right away.” The young Prince was now trembling; he’d stuttered a bit. But just like his cousin, Prince Martin had grit.
Felman said something ugly to hurt and annoy, and he laughed in the face of the ten-year-old boy.
Felman grinned at the girl, and his yellow teeth showed. Then he mounted his steed, that black horse that he rode. He was not in a hurry; the tough took his time. It was clear that the cad was no stranger to crime.
And as Felman rode off, to the Princess, he said, “If we meet once again, you will wish you were dead.” There was menace and malice in Felman’s blue eyes that this slaver did not even try to disguise. Though she’d always assumed she was braver than most, after this, the girl looked like she’d just seen a ghost. The kids thought they might faint. Their anxiety showed. Their eyes followed the man riding north on the road.
Then the Ringmaster said, “Please return to the show. It’s your very last chance—for tomorrow we go.” Then he offered them tickets to purchase some sweets and to go see the jugglers’ fantastical feats.
But the cousins ignored him and looked at the bear. They both knew that what happened was more than unfair. Had the sale been illegal? They hadn’t a clue. Did the kids have a right to attempt to undo that most ugly exchange of this blind little bear? The two kids were confused; questions hung in the air. The poor cub sat there silent, still looking so sad. As the kids walked away, they were both feeling bad.
Meg looked back one last time, and her kindly heart broke.
They returned to the castle and neither one spoke. As they walked, the kids shook, for their nerves were now frayed. That encounter with Felman had made them afraid.
Martin thought to himself of a knight named Sir Ray. The boy knew he must find that bold knight right away. He’d tell Ray all about that big slaver and bear.
Ray would know how to handle this awful affair.




Chapter 4: 

A Perilous Plan

When they got to the castle, Meg finally said, “I just can’t get the thought of that cub
from my head. We have got to do something to help him tonight for the Circus is leaving at dawn’s early light.”
“You’re too young,” said the boy, “to be out in the night. You stay here, and I promise to set things aright.”
Princess Meg was now angry and started to fume, and she glared at the Prince as she stomped from the room. And the Prince was perplexed; he had meant no offense. Wasn’t Meg only nine? Martin thought this made sense.
[image: Meg stomps away from Prince Martin in anger]


But he couldn’t just stand there; he mustn’t delay. The boy had to go find that bold knight named Sir Ray.
The lad went to the lists, where he found the white knight. Ray was teaching young squires about how they could fight a big dragon with only their shields and their spears. Because Ray was a legend, those squires were all ears.
Now this Ray was a canine, it ought to be noted. To that boy this bold dog was completely devoted.
Martin pulled Ray aside, and he told him the tale of the Circus and Felman and bear cub for sale. This white knight was offended; his good eye saw red. “I would love to catch Felman,” he angrily said. “But we must save the bear. That’s the deed to do first. And then arrest Felman, that villain most cursed.”
So the Prince and Sir Ray hatched a perilous plan to go rescue the cub, get him back to his clan. Oh, the plan they developed was daring and bold. These two planned to a “t” how events would unfold.
Unbeknownst to the boy and his comrade, Sir Ray, the King was nearby—about ten yards away. He’d been practicing swordsmanship, wielding his blade, and the King overheard all the plans the pair made. The King smiled to himself; he was proud of his son. Now he knew what he’d do when his swordplay was done. As he worked on his form, he remembered the year he defended a wall on the northern frontier.
Meanwhile, Martin sent notes to his friends, John and Ted; he attached them to pigeons, and here’s what they said: “Come and meet us four hours past midnight tonight. A cave bear needs saving. Come ready to fight. Let’s meet under The Oak in the village’s square, and we’ll tell you our plan to recover the bear.”
The two pigeons flew off with these letters they carried. Before leaving the castle, though, one of them tarried: the bird stopped at a window and lit on the sill by a girl feeding birds grains of wheat from the mill. As the birds gobbled up all the grain they were getting, the shadows grew taller; the sun was just setting.
[image: Princess Meg feeds pigeons by the window]
As the girl fed the pigeons, she noticed that words could be read on a note tied to one of the birds. She was very polite, so she didn’t untie it. But the pigeon held still because she was so quiet. And though not one to pry, she now took a quick peek as the pigeon was pecking the grain with its beak. She looked up after reading the words on that paper: She said, “Somehow I must be involved in this caper!” She was very excited and started to clap.
Then it suddenly struck her: she needed a map.
The bird flew to the woods and delivered its note. A wolf eagerly read what the young fellow wrote.
When an elf got his message, he read with a smile. And he thought to himself, This will be just our style!




Chapter 5: 

Things that Go Bump in the Night

Late that night the friends mustered, this brotherly band, which performed daring deeds
all across the King’s land. There was Ted, John, and Ray, that white dog who’d been knighted; they were led by the Prince and completely united. They had captured some brigands and fought deadly drakes. They were bold and courageous, no matter the stakes.
Now this John was a timberwolf, wild as the wind. He was loyal and fierce and a wonderful friend. He was rangy and quick and long-legged and lean. He had gleaming white fangs, and his senses were keen.
And this Ted was a wood elf, who tended the trees, having come to this realm from a land overseas. He was tasked with protecting the realm’s ancient wood. (There was much more to Ted than folks there understood….)
These friends met near the Circus, right under The Oak. In the quietest whisper, the young fellow spoke. Under cover of darkness, Prince Martin explained to the wolf and the elf how a slaver obtained the poor cub with his cunning—then sold him for cash. He described that big slaver, so brazen and brash. And he told how the Ringmaster bought the blind bear, who was locked in a cage by that tent over there. He explained to the wolf and the Treetender elf that the cub was dependent, could not help himself. Martin sketched out a plan by the light of the moon.


[image: The companions plan under the oak tree]


The bold knight said, “Let’s roll—for the show’s leaving soon.”
So the Prince and the Treetender checked all their gear. The resistance they’d face was at this point unclear. Martin had his sharp sword, which he wore at his side. The boy loved that bright blade, and he wore it with pride. For this sword was a gift from his father, the King. And for backup, the boy had a long leather sling.
And the Treetender, Ted, brought his arrows and bow, plus a lasso this elf could most skillfully throw. He had climbing equipment to use in a pinch. They had food in their packs; there was not a spare inch.
They were ready to go when the wolf heard a sound—a twig snapped underfoot over there on the ground! Something hid in the shadows, John hadn’t a doubt. He suspected that someone was sneaking about.
With a growl, John declared, “You had best show yourself!” as he stood side by side with the boy, dog, and elf.
And then out from the shadows emerged the dark shape, which the moonlight illumined; they stood there agape!
“What are YOU doing here? You should be home in bed!” were the words that Prince Martin indignantly said. “You’re too young to come with us; you’re still only nine. This is not a safe mission; I must draw the line.”
Martin thought to himself, She will not help at all! She is younger than me, and she’s really quite small.
But his friends simply smiled when they saw it was Meg. She approached our four friends and proceeded to beg. “Oh, you must let me come. I’m about to turn ten. I can help you return that poor cub to his den.”
The girl pleaded her case to that brotherly band, and she put it in terms they would all understand: “I’ve come ready to travel. I won’t fall behind. And allow me to say (please don’t think I’m unkind) that your plan has a hole (this is just like a chap!): you are taking a trip—but you don’t have a map. Tell me, how
did you think you’d discover his cave?” The girl pulled out a map with a flourish and wave. “For that bear cub is blind; he can’t show you the way. You’ll need me and my map, and that’s all I will say.”
With a laugh, the knight said, “No objection from me if the Princess comes with us to set the bear free. Princess Meg is the type who thinks two steps ahead. That’s a wonderful trait that could help us,” he said.
His friends said to the Prince, “We should let her come with. For a mission like this, we could do with a fifth.”
[image: Meg produces a map just in time]
Martin paused for a moment and had to admit the girl made a good point and had plenty of grit. So the Prince said, “Please join us (although you’re still nine). Meg, I hope you’ll excuse that reaction of mine. I have spoken in haste; now I keenly regret it. Assure me, my friend, you’ll forgive and forget it?”
The girl gave him a hug. The boy’s face became red.
“We had better get going,” the Treetender said.
The girl squealed with delight, and John said, “Silence. Please.” (To stealthily stalk was this wolf’s expertise.) “We’ve made quite enough noise. We must whisper henceforth—or we’ll never return that blind bear to the north.”




Chapter 6: 

Torben

The companions—all five of them—crept from the square, heading straight to the Circus to rescue that bear. The whole Circus was sleeping; their snores could be heard. Soon they found the bear’s cage. The cub sensed them and stirred. And a strongman was close—a few feet from the bear. But the man slumbered on, leaning back in a chair.
[image: The sleeping strong man]
Princess Meg now knelt down and she soothed the blind bear as her friends sought the key, which could be anywhere. Then the timberwolf, John, said he spotted some keys on a hook on a coach by a couple of trees.
The elf climbed up a tree. (Ted was nimble and quick!) And he stretched till he hooked the brass ring with a stick. That stick jostled those keys, made a jingling sound. They all froze where they stood, and they looked all around! The man snorted and stirred, but he never awoke; so the elf, with the keys, jumped back down from that oak.
The elf gave them to Martin, who crept to the pen. The boy got the bear out, and he locked it again. But before the boy locked it, he stuffed in a toy that was his as a tot; quite a clever decoy! Martin paused for a moment and whispered, “Goodbye.” And he secretly wiped a lone tear from his eye.
[image: Martin's toy bear in the cage]
Then the brotherly band—plus the Princess and bear—left the Circus behind them; they raced out of there!
They went straight to the forest and ran through the trees. When they stopped, the kids panted, their hands on their knees. Their adrenaline surged. That had been quite a run!
To the east, they saw pink; they would soon see the sun. Between breaths, the wolf said, “We had better press on. They will notice the real bear is missing at dawn.”
“Just a moment,” said Ray, “let us pause for a rest: we should meet our new friend before starting this quest.”
“If you please, my name’s Torben,” the cub shyly said, and he met the two children, Sir Ray, John, and Ted.
Introductions thus made, little Torben then told of events that unfolded before he’d been sold. The bear told them how Felman had stalked him at night, tripped him up with a bola, and tied him up tight. He explained how that slaver had muzzled his mouth, threw him up on his horse, and rode off heading south.
[image: Torben introduces himself]
Felman’s stench and his voice were still stuck in his head. Torben couldn’t forget them; they filled him with dread. He now thought to himself of the sound that was made when the man drew his knife, and he sharpened the blade. He had sharpened that knife every night on the trail. Torben shuddered and shook from his ears to his tail.
Princess Meg changed the subject and said, “Please describe where you live way up north in a cave with your tribe.” The girl knew he lived north in the mountains and snow. (Felman mentioned that much to the man at the show.) Meg said, “Please be specific. Describe what you can. It’s our best chance of getting you back to your clan.”
Torben hadn’t been home now for nearly a week. The tears dampened the fur on the little cub’s cheek. He tried hard to describe it, despite being blind. ’Twas a cave that his tribe lived in time out of mind. He described how the air tasted crisp, cold, and thin and the feel of the stone in his family’s den. Torben told them a canyon contained that great cave. He described its steep walls and the little cub gave them a glimpse of the landscape surrounding that gorge: a plateau with a wood where he’d frequently forge a straight path to those berries that bears love to eat. They were juicy and plump and incredibly sweet. He described the rich scents of the ferns and the trees and the nightingale’s song as it danced on the breeze. Torben told of the river that Felman had crossed. They’d gone south for a week, and now Torben was lost.
He asked, “Where am I now?”
“In The West,” Meg replied.
What a long way from home, the bear thought, and he sighed. Then he added, “Though lost, I am no longer scared. I’m just grateful you came and that somebody cared.”
As young Torben was talking, the elf grew concerned. He was thinking about the strange things he had learned in a book he had read by a northern explorer.
Ted remembered those things, and they filled him with horror….
[image: Ted looking concerned]




Chapter 7: 

Counting the Cost

Ted had listened real hard as the little cub spoke. He’d read hundreds of books late at night in his oak. And among all the titles this Treetender read was The Perilous North. Now the Treetender said, “Torben comes from the Northland, way up where it’s cold, at least judging by looks and the tale he just told. We must travel due north, where the mountains are high. We should find his cave there.” Then he said with a sigh, “But we’ll be in great peril for Northland is wild. All the Northmen in Northland are not meek and mild. They smear paint on their faces, a bright shade of blue. And they fight until death, not content to count coup.
[image: The book, "The Perilous North"]
“Northmen like nothing more than to plunder and raid. And my book said they FLY with contraptions they’ve made. That part’s hard to believe. And I doubt that it’s true. But I deem the rest plausible—credible too. We will have to be sure to steer clear of that lot; we will wish we were dead if we get ourselves caught.
“And my book said there’s more than mere Northmen to fear: there are creatures up there we do not see down here. There are things up in Northland we thought were extinct.” The elf’s face had grown grave, and he nervously blinked. “All the animals there are much larger, I’ve read. And they’re said to be fiercer,” he solemnly said.
[image: The open book showing entries about the people and beasts of Northland]


Now Sir Ray had enough, and he said, “I don’t mind. We’re a pretty tough bunch, those big Northmen will find. And of horrible creatures, I don’t care a fig—no matter how ugly, ferocious or big.”
“Yes, you’re right,” Ted agreed, as he shouldered his pack. “Let’s go north to the Northland. Let’s take Torben back!”
But the boy became silent.
The kid hated heights.
The mere mention of mountains gave Martin the frights.
For a scary thing happened to Martin and Ray on a tall mountain cliff, and it’s hard to convey the effect that the incident had on the Prince—but believe me, the boy hated heights ever since.
Just imagining Northland gave Martin distress. Oh, I must find a way to get out of this mess.
I cannot go up high, the Prince privately thought. In the pit of his stomach, there grew a tight knot. And at least five excuses occurred to the lad.
But he knew if he stayed he would always feel bad.
The kid looked at his comrades, who needed his aid. Oh, what would they think of the Prince if he stayed? Martin took a deep breath; he had made up his mind.
He would stick with his friends.
He would not stay behind.
Now the Prince swallowed hard, wiped cold sweat from his brow. Martin said, “Time to go. Cousin Meg, show us how.”
Meg was already pulling her map from her pack. The girl plotted a course that would put them on track. As she studied her map, Princess Meg kept in mind all that Torben had told them, although he was blind. “I think Torben lives here. What do you fellows say?”
They all nodded their heads. “I agree,” said Sir Ray.
“That’s a hundred miles north,” the wolf solemnly said. But he wasn’t concerned for himself, Ray, or Ted. John was worried about the two kids and the bear. Could they travel that far, to that cold northern lair?
Then a voice said, “You’re right….That’s a long way to walk.”
They all jumped when they heard it; that voice was a shock!
The voice came from the shadows beneath a tall tree. They were straining their eyes, thinking, WHO can that be?
Someone stepped from the shadows and into the light—the first golden rays as the dawn pierced the night. They now saw that a man had been under that oak, but his face was obscured by the hood of his cloak. The man pulled back his hood, and the sun lit his face.
[image: The king pulls back his hood]


In amazement, John whispered, “Good morning, Your Grace.”
For the man was the King!
And he said with a smile, “I was sure you’d show up . . . I have waited a while.” The King gave a low whistle; a whinny replied. Soon two ponies appeared, and they stood at his side. Now they nuzzled the King.
He’d brought one for each kid!
“Well, don’t look so surprised! Did you think I’d forbid you from doing a deed like the one you’ve got planned? Since my grandfather's time, selling slaves has been banned. Freeing Torben was just and courageous and fair. You must finish your quest; take him north to his lair.”
He unslung something round that he wore on his back. It was shaped like a disc and was silver and black.
The boy’s eyes opened wide. The King tossed it his way.
Martin caught it midair. In the new light of day, the boy studied the object—this SHIELD—he now held. In the young fellow’s chest, a great happiness welled.
[image: Prince Martin examines his new shield]


“It’s for you,” said the King, as he smiled at his son. I claimed it up north in a battle we won. I defeated my foe, brought it back as a prize. But I also got this.” Above one of his eyes was a jagged white scar. “I was barely sixteen. Those big Northmen are tough, the most surly I’ve seen. You most likely won’t see them at this time of year; they hole up in their fortresses drinking their beer. Oh, but watch for their hunters, out searching for prey. You will want to avoid them and hide right away.”
The King pulled back his cloak, and they saw underneath that he wore a small dagger encased in a sheath. “This blade once was a Northman’s—but not anymore. I returned with this knife at the end of that war.” The King gave it to Meg, and the girl fairly beamed. She unsheathed this small dagger; it glimmered and gleamed. Now the girl stowed her knife; she did not want to lose it. It was safe in her pack if she needed to use it.
[image: Princess Meg inspects her knife]


The King smiled at our friends, looked them each in the eye. Then he gave them his blessing and bid them goodbye.
He returned to the castle. Our friends stood in awe. They just couldn’t believe that not one of them saw that the King was nearby when they’d stopped for that rest.
Ah, but Torben had noticed; at least he had guessed that a man had been close. He perceived things so well. The cub sensed he was kind, though, so he didn’t tell.
The companions departed; their journey commenced.
And though they were cheerful, they all clearly sensed that this quest would be challenging—dangerous too. But by sticking together they might make it through.




Chapter 8: 

North to Northland

They went north for a day and departed The West. They moved quickly and seldom slowed down for a rest, for the Prince rode one pony and Meg and the bear were both riding the other, a spirited mare.
When they passed through the last of the civilized realms, our friends entered a forest of beeches and elms. They walked out of that wood and then into a field. It was verdant and green and completely concealed.
The field ended abruptly, abutting a wall. It was made out of stone and was ten feet too tall for the ponies to jump, so they left them to graze. They’d be safe in that field as the difficult phase of the journey began for our friends and the bear.
On the wall was a sign, and the sign said, “Beware.”
[image: An imposing wall blocks their path]


Using ropes, the companions climbed over that wall. The poor Prince was sure nervous, afraid he would fall. But they all made it safely and wondered a lot why the wall had been built. ’Twas a troubling thought.
Now they looked on that land, that strange northern frontier. It seemed rugged and cold. They knew Northland was near.
They had hiked half a day when they spotted a herd of the largest of creatures, quite heavily furred. They had trunks and white tusks. How they made the ground quake! Our friends hid among trees and saw pine needles shake. As these beasts passed them by, the companions just stared and were glad the great brutes neither noticed nor cared.
[image: A heard of mammoths]


Our friends kept walking north, and as farther they ranged, they were struck by how much all the scenery changed. In the shade of the trees hid the scraps of past snows. Many miles to the north, mighty mountains arose. There among them, a fortress stood stark and severe.
’Twas the first sign of man in that northern frontier.
It looked down from above on the mountains and hills. It looked cruel and cold.
The thing gave them the chills.
Meg consulted her map. “We’re in Northland all right.” They all silently stared at that ominous sight. That is, all but the bear, whose ear now pressed the ground.
Little Torben detected a troubling sound!
He said, “Riders approach. These vibrations don’t lie. We must hide right away—or we’re all going to die!” Now they all turned to Torben, saw fear on his face. They looked back to the north and just saw empty space.
But they hid behind boulders, their eyes fixed ahead. And then five minutes later—like Torben had said—several hunters approached. There were six, maybe more. They all bristled with weapons, looked ready for war. They wore capes made of fur. They had greasy goatees. They were scarred and tattooed. Princess Meg noticed fleas. They had painted their faces a bright shade of blue. It was clear to our friends this was one deadly crew. And the worst
part by far of this whole episode was the frightening mounts these barbarians rode. The two kids held their breath as these hunters rode by.
[image: Mysterious men riding strange avian mounts]
The Prince sighed when they passed, having not caught their eye. Martin said, “That was close. We had better press on.” They had almost stepped out—when they all noticed John.
The wolf’s hackles were up; he looked rigid and scared.
Our friends followed John’s eyes. They looked up and they stared. High above in the clouds, there were men in the sky. They were gliding above. Could the Northlanders fly?
The wolf whispered, “Don’t move. Become one with these rocks. Those are scouts up above—and they’re watching like hawks.”
So they all held real still as the scouts floated past.
Ted’s eyes followed their flight, and he muttered, “At last….Now I know why my book said, ‘contraptions that fly.’ Oh, but who would have thought they could hover so high?”
The boy shuddered a bit at those gliders he’d seen.
He felt queasy and sick, and his face appeared green.


[image: John looks into the sky where stange contraptions soar]




Chapter 9: 

Cave Bears

Now the Princess and bear and the brotherly band all continued their trek through that strange northern land. Our friends traveled due north; farther, farther they went, until Torben detected a welcoming scent. “We are close to my home! I do not have a doubt. Princess Meg, you have managed to pick the right route!”
So they stayed on that path; through a canyon they passed. All the sounds and the smells were familiar at last to that blind little bear, who was brimming with joy.
As they walked, a new thought now occurred to the boy: Will the cave bears be happy to see us appear? Will they know we’re RETURNING their Torben so dear?
It was then that they heard a most frightening roar! ’Twas a terrible sound they had not heard before.
From a ledge up above, something leaped in their path! It was snarling and roaring, the picture of wrath! The thing loomed in the shadows, its eyes burning red. Roars arose all around them. Their hearts filled with dread. This thing wasn’t alone. It appeared to have friends. It sure looked like they’d meet the most awful of ends.


[image: The companions brace for attack ]


But they didn’t back down as these maniacs roared.
Ted the elf nocked an arrow. The Prince drew his sword. Ray got ready to pounce. The wolf snarled at the shape. It was clear they must fight, for they couldn’t escape.
Now this giant reared up, and it cleared thirteen feet! As it bellowed and roared, they felt gusts of damp heat.
[image: A massive cave bear rears up]

It was then that young Torben stepped up from behind.
And the cub piped, “Oh, Papa, please don’t be unkind.”
And that little voice silenced those deafening roars!
The shape stepped from the shadows and dropped to all fours.
They could now clearly see that the beast was a bear. What a sight to behold! They could not help but stare at fifteen hundred pounds of pure muscle and bulk. They were awed by the size of this shaggy brown hulk.
Torben ran to his Pa and was swept off his feet by the biggest of bear hugs. Meg whispered, “How sweet!”
Torben’s mother arrived; she was filled with relief. Gone away were her sorrows and sadness and grief.
All around the companions, more cave bears appeared. When they recognized Torben, those bears loudly cheered. As the mother and father embraced their lost child, our five friends stood aside, and they modestly smiled.
Now they entered the cave where the bear kindred dwelt. And down deep in their hearts, every one of them felt that it
all had been worth it, the danger and strife: in effect, they had brought the young bear back to life.
The companions remained there a couple of days. Tales got told round the fire, a big roaring blaze. Our friends heard many legends from long ages past. They stayed up late at night, and the days went by fast. The time came to return to their homes in The West. Little Torben was safe. They’d completed their quest.
The companions were leaving when who should appear but the oldest of bears in that northern frontier. She had kept to herself in that cavernous cave. It sure looked like this ancient was close to the grave. Who is THIS? thought Prince Martin; the boy was surprised. How little he knew how her wisdom was prized. She’d been born in that cave many ages ago, when that land was still covered with glaciers and snow. Now her fur was pure white; she had cloudy blue eyes. As she’d withered and wizened, this bear had grown wise. (Indeed, no one knew more than this ursuline sage in that long-ago antediluvian age.) In her trembling paws, she held something unique. Now this elder said, “Blow it if things become bleak, when you’re losing your hope, when you’re feeling forlorn.”
Then she handed the Princess this oddly shaped horn.
[image: The elder bear offers Meg a strange horn]


“Torben told me about your compassionate heart. This does not pay you back, but at least it’s a start. It’s for you and your friends in event of disaster. But I give it to you, Margaret, you’ll be its master. The horn’s blast is a summons; its call we will heed. Bears can come to your aid in your hour of need. But you must blow it hard, for we’re soon to begin the deepest of sleeps in our darkest of dens.”
With a gulp, Princess Meg took this gift from that bear, who then hobbled on back to her bed in the lair.
The girl studied the horn, which was shiny and black. With great care, the girl placed the strange gift in her pack, which went under the cape that the Princess was donning. The bears bid them goodbye; they were already yawning.
As our friends headed home, they were filled with good cheer.
Unbeknownst to them all, something wicked drew near….




Chapter 10: 

Shortcuts Make For Long Delays

They walked south all that day until mid-afternoon. They had planned to walk late by the light of the moon. They were tired of Northland; they longed for The West. Now they stopped and sat down for a much-needed rest. And the kids both complained, “What a long way to go!” Without those two ponies, their progress was slow. The King’s ponies still grazed farther south in that field.
It was then that another way home was revealed.
As she studied her map, the girl said, “I declare! There’s a shortcut nearby we could take—if we dare. It would save a whole day, and that’s quite a reward, but the hard part is here: there’s a river to ford.” On her map, they could see this alternative way. They could reach the two ponies by noon the next day!
They debated a while and decided to take it.
But the wolf felt concern, and he just couldn’t shake it.
They arrived at the river; the water was swift. “Meg, I wish that you’d gotten a boat for a gift,” said the wolf, as he dipped his front paw in the stream. “For it’s cold,” he complained, “and it surely does seem that we’ll get ourselves soaked and then shiver all night.”
Meg said, “Oh, John, cheer up! There’s a crossing in sight.”
There it was: just downstream, rocks and boulders arose; they could cross without drenching their fur or their clothes.
The young Princess crossed first. Having hopped stone to stone, on the opposite bank little Meg stood alone. With her back to a forest, she cheered her friends on. “You can do it!” she cried. “Watch that slick spot, there, John!”
She was urging them on when she suddenly stopped. The girl’s eyes opened wide and her pretty jaw dropped.
For a shadow was cast on that nine-year-old girl.
Color drained from her face, which was whiter than pearl.
There was something behind her; the girl simply knew it. How she wanted to run—but her legs wouldn’t do it! Meg could see Martin’s face; he was frozen midstream. The young boy was aghast and had started to scream, for the Prince saw a person he’d seen once before. And the person he saw shook the Prince to the core. With tattoos on his arms and a blond braided beard, this was the person Prince Martin most feared. But he looked a bit different, Prince Martin now saw: he was painted with blue from his eyes to his jaw.
It was Felman, of course.
And he waved at the Prince.
Oh, no! What a terrible turn of events!
[image: Felman sneaks up on Meg]


On that opposite shore, he had lurked in the trees. Then he’d snuck up upon her with honed expertise. He had waited till Meg had been all by herself, separated from Martin, Ray, John, and the elf.
Now she knew she must face what it was she was fearing. Then, at last, it sunk in, that one word she kept hearing. She repeatedly heard Martin scream the word RUN! She recovered her wits and then, quickly, she spun.


[image: Martin crossing the water yells, "Run!"]


Meg now saw it was Felman, who said with a grin, “It appears, little maid, that we meet once again!” Princess Meg tried to run, an attempt to escape. But he leaned from his horse and laid hold of her cape. She got jerked off her feet by this powerful force and was suddenly seated on Felman’s black horse! The man knocked out her breath by how roughly he squeezed. It all happened so quickly: the Princess was seized.
As the elf nocked an arrow, the Prince aimed a stone, which they each would have loosed had the man been alone. But that Felman was using the girl as a shield, and his stallion reared up and it savagely squealed. With the girl and her pack Felman galloped away. Caught midstream, our friends shouted in rage and dismay.
Both Sir Ray and the timberwolf tried to give chase. But that boulder, midstream, was a treacherous place. They both slipped and they slid and they fell with a splash! Meanwhile, Felman rode hard, and his steed felt the lash.
Our friends helplessly watched Felman gallop away.
Soon the sun would go down on this terrible day.




Chapter 11: 

The Searchers

All that night the four friends followed after that steed. Though exhausted, these comrades refused to concede that the Princess was lost, that she’d be gone for good. They would never give up. They’d do all that they could.
As they followed the tracks Felman’s horse left behind, here and there they found clues Meg had hoped they would find. Indeed, one of the clues that the timberwolf found was a hairpin she’d dropped, though her wrists had been bound.
They discovered where Felman had stopped for the night. He had not been gone long, for the embers were bright in the pit where that slaver had kindled a fire. They were gaining some ground, but her plight was still dire. The sun started to rise, and it made the tracks clearer. With each mile that they made, the companions drew nearer.  
They were hot on their trail when John suddenly stopped.
“Get down!” he declared. To their bellies, they dropped.
From the top of a ridge, they now spied Felman’s horse, which made straight for a fortress, the home to a force of the fiercest of raiders who liked to invade peaceful lands to the south, which they’d plunder and raid. ’Twas the southernmost outpost of that northern land, the tip of the spear, and quite heavily manned.
[image: Felman races across the bridge to the fortress]


That stone fortress arose from the midst of a lake. Martin knew without doubt that the slaver would take Princess Meg right inside—and then sell her for gold. That would be just like Felman, so brazen and bold.
As the man crossed the bridge with the tightly bound girl, the deep water below them now started to swirl.
On the shore, they saw villagers milling about. These peasants were poor and would try to eke out an existence supplying the fortress’s needs: an assortment of ales and hard liquors and meads. Plus, potatoes and onions and huge hunks of meat (the only three things Northland raiders would eat).
Now the Prince and the elf and the wolf and Sir Ray had to enter that fortress. They needed a way.
As they spied on that fortress from high on the ridge, on the shore they saw barracks abutting the bridge. In the back of that barracks were strung two long wires. Sound asleep on the inside were pages and squires who assisted the Northmen in settling scores through campaigns and invasions and battles and wars. And these young fellows’ capes made of beaver and mink now aired out on those wires (they had started to stink).
“I have got an idea!” The boy’s face was bright. He said, “Sometimes the best way to hide’s in plain sight!” The Prince told them his plan, and he said they would need a disguise to blend in. His companions agreed.


[image: Ted prepares disguises for John and Ray]


The elf cut lengths of rope for his friends, Ray and John. “They’re leashes,” he said, “May I please put them on?” (Our two four-legged friends enjoyed this part the least. But that’s how the Northmen would treat any beast.) Now they crept to those capes, and they made not a noise. Martin borrowed two capes that belonged to those boys doing service as pages, and John and Sir Ray looked like they had been captured and carried away.
“We’ll need one final thing to complete our disguise,” said the kid as he looked about, casting his eyes. Then he spotted a shed. And the shed was unlocked. It was where all the surplus equipment was stocked. The boy snuck in this building and rummaged around till he found some blue paint in a jar on the ground. He came out with the paint, which he smeared back and forth until he and the elf looked like boys of the North.
[image: Prince Martin disguises himself with blue face paint]


Thus disguised, the companions most daringly strolled right on up to the bridge; they could not be more bold. At the base of that bridge was a curious sign. They had always thought goldfish were small and benign. Yet this red-lettered sign announced, “GOLD FISH: BEWARE.” Our friends paid it no mind; they had no time to spare.
As they crossed that long bridge, these four friends didn’t know something ancient now stirred, fifty fathoms below. For when Felman and Meg crossed the bridge on his steed (which was Northern, of course, and a sizeable breed) the great hooves of that horse pounded hard on those planks. The sound rippled the water, clear out to the banks. The vibrations were felt where the lake was most deep.
And they woke something up that had long been asleep.
The companions all crossed without incident, though, and they never once saw what now lurked down below.
[image: A sign by the water reads, "Goldfish: Beware"]




Chapter 12: 

The Fortress (and a Warlord Most Wild)

They arrived at the fortress and knocked on the door. They had little idea what fate had in store. As a guard let them in, Martin gave him a nod. Now they looked all around and tried not to look odd. They had entered a mead hall; this tavern was packed. It was open all night and would tend to attract the most rowdy of raiders, who came to unwind. Now these men drank their fill, and they noisily dined: there were fifty-four Northmen and way too much whiskey. (John said under his breath, “This is awfully risky.”) They were drunk and disorderly. Shot glasses clinked. Mounted high on the walls were beasts long thought extinct.


[image: Martin, Ray, Ted, and John sit in a seedy mead hall]


Our friends sat down and studied the course clientele. Martin tried not to breathe on account of the smell. A gruff barmaid came up and said, “Breakfast is served.” At the sight of his plate, the poor Prince was unnerved: slimy onions, potatoes, and meat, nearly raw. He looked up with a grimace, and that’s when he saw a man five yards away with a tankard of ale. Martin knew him at once; the boy’s face became pale.
It was Felman, of course—with a Warlord most wild, whose thick neck was tattooed, and whose hair had been styled in the manner of Northmen (whose fashion was flawed). His big arms popped with veins, and his shoulders were broad.
From their table nearby, our four friends overheard what these two villains said (though a few lines were slurred). They were haggling over the price of poor Meg (except when one yelled, “Barmaid, refill our keg!”).
With a mouth full of meat, Felman made the hard sell; and he praised Princess Meg, who was locked in a cell. “Take a look at my princess, she’s well
worth my price. Believe me, you won’t find another this nice. She’ll pick fleas off your cape. She can cook. She can clean. She’ll be cheap to maintain, for she’s small and she’s lean. You must quickly decide, though—I’m ready to deal. There are plenty of Northmen who’ll think she’s a steal. Whether you, or another, my price will be paid. I’ll have no trouble selling this hardworking maid.”
With a boisterous belch that was raunchy and rude, the big Warlord declared, “When I’m done with my food, we will go take a look at this princess you’ve caught. But she better not mope or be sad and distraught.”
When four eavesdropping friends heard where Meg was confined, they all knew they must find her while those villains dined. Our friends poked at their portions and pushed them around (and they secretly dropped quite a bit on the ground). When they “finished” their meals, they departed in haste. Our friends slipped from that mead hall. To Meg they now raced!
Our friends climbed up the stairs till they got to the top of a tall fortress tower. Said Ray, “Here’s our stop.” They’d arrived at a cell, and right there by the door was a pack they knew well, one they’d all seen before.
Our four friends were surprised that the door wasn’t barred. Sir Ray wondered aloud, “I’d expected a guard….”
And the door was unlocked! They proceeded inside. Now they looked all around, and they warily eyed what appeared to be Meg, sitting quiet and prim. It was sure hard to tell for the cell was so dim. They assumed that the Princess was taking a snooze—till the timberwolf gasped and he said, “It’s a ruse!”
[image: A passed-out guard disguised as Meg]


What had looked like the Princess was really a guard. But the man was knocked out—someone walloped him hard. At his feet was an overturned platter of gruel, which he’d brought to the Princess (a breakfast most cruel). He had not been there long, for the gruel he’d brought, which now lay on the floor, was still steaming and hot. He had straw in his hair and was wearing Meg’s cape. Our friends stood there in shock, and their mouths were agape. Now they heard something stir in the depths of that cell—it was then that the real Meg attacked with a yell!
The whole time, she’d been hiding and facing their backs. Now she charged our four friends with the guard’s mighty ax! The companions all turned, but the girl wasn’t stopping.
[image: Princess Meg bursts from the shadows with the guard's axe]

They yelled “MEG!” and she paused; she did not begin chopping. The girl studied them hard, and her eyes were most fierce; like two sharp little daggers, both ready to pierce.
They said, “Meg!” one more time; and, despite their disguise, they now saw recognition in Meg’s amber eyes. With her jaw tightly clenched, the girl studied them harder. She felt fierce after hitting the man sent to guard her. Then she said, “Good to see you. It
took you a while.” For a second she paused—then she cracked a broad smile.
Now Meg showed them the table whose leg she had used to knock out that dull guard, who lay battered and bruised.
They returned the girl’s pack, and she took back her cape.
And now it was time for our friends to escape!
“I have got an idea,” the Princess declared. “But my plan involves heights. I’ll admit that I’m scared.” Now she looked all around, and her eyes became wider. “To escape, we will each need to fly in a glider!”
Martin gulped at these words, which weren’t welcome at all.
Being high off the ground made him fearful he’d fall.
Now the Princess explained to her friends that nearby was the pad where they parked those contraptions that fly. She had studied the flyers from high in her cell. And those things didn’t fly by some magic or spell. There were pulleys and levers controlling their flight, and they hung in the air for their wings were so light. The girl said, “Follow me; I will show you the pad.”
Martin’s heart was now pounding and fear gripped the lad.
They stepped out on the terrace to see what she meant. Between them and that pad was an awful descent. Yes, their problem at this point was truly profound: that flight pad was one thousand feet off the ground. And between them and it was a span of ten yards. In the towers around them were sentries and guards.
They knew Felman would come, though, and block their way out. And to complicate matters, he’d holler and shout. Then a great mob of Northmen would burst in Meg’s cell. They’d outnumber our friends, and things wouldn’t end well. It was plain to them all that the Princess was right: they could only escape from the fortress by flight.
As Meg laid out her plan to the final detail, the poor Prince was a wreck, looking panicked and pale.




Chapter 13: 

The Great Escape

Ted the elf got a rope and a harness and hooks from his pack as his friends all exchanged
nervous looks.
Then the elf slung the rope, and a hook firmly stuck to the terrace below, by a stroke of good luck. Ted connected the harness and lowered each friend to the terrace until he himself could descend. And no one need fear that this wood elf would fall: Ted rappelled his way down with no trouble at all.
Now they stood on that terrace two stories below where the girl had been kept and soon Northmen would go. Meg then showed them the ladder she’d seen from her cell. It was thirty feet long and went up to a bell that rang twelve times a day, and would next ring at noon. Meg looked up at the sun, knew it wouldn’t ring soon. And the guard, in the meantime, was taking a nap—so they borrowed his ladder to cross that great gap.
Like a walkway, they laid it across the two decks. Now they knew, if they fell, they would all break their necks. Way up high off the ground, their capes snapped in the wind. This was welcome because their escape would depend on the winds being strong and the winds being steady. Meg said, “Now for the hard part. I wish I felt ready.”
Ted said, “I’ll cross it first. It looks fairly secure. When I reach the far side, I will stop to ensure that the ladder won’t slip, reposition, or slide. I will then get three flyers all ready to glide. There’s a harness for Ray and another for John, who will both need a hand; we will help strap them on.” (John the wolf and Sir Ray couldn’t fly by themselves. They would glide with their friends using straps made by elves.)
Ted the elf crossed that walkway according to plan. He was used to great heights and was more nimble than his companions because of his time in the trees. Ted could work off the ground with the greatest of ease. He secured the far end so the thing wouldn’t slip, then his friends began making the very same trip.
John was next to cross over that frightening gap; Ted tied John to his flyer with harness and strap. Now to show all his friends that the deed could be done, the bold Treetender launched; they sailed off in the sun. Now Meg knew how to fly, having closely watched Ted. “Ray, will you ride with me?” that brave nine-year-old said.
[image: Ted launches his glider into the air]


Only then did Sir Ray say, “But WHERE is the Prince?” They had not thought of Martin for five minutes since they had focused on crossing that perilous pass. Now they turned around quickly, both Ray and the lass. Over there was Prince Martin, scared out of his wits, afraid he would fall and then break into bits!
He had not crossed that bridge, having frozen with fright. He now stared at the ground from that horrible height. The scenes flashed in his mind from that frightening day on a tall mountain cliff, what had happened to Ray. He remembered the horror and terror he’d felt; he was paralyzed now—felt his courage just melt. Ray and Meg both called out, “You can do it. Please try!”
But all he could do was just stand there and cry. For the Prince had been struck by a panic attack. Ray said, “Meg, go ahead—I have got to go back!” The knight called to Prince Martin, “I’m coming, my friend!” On that boldest of knights, the boy’s life would depend.
Ray went back to the ladder; he made it halfway. And that’s when an awful thing happened to Ray. Something struck his hind legs, and it caused him to slip. But somehow that canine still managed to grip the side rail of the ladder; he hung in the air. The two children looked on in dismay and despair. It was clear to the kids his hind legs had been caught by a bola now tied in a terrible knot!


[image: Ray, snared by the bola hangs from the ladder]


They looked up at the terrace and focused their eyes: they saw Felman, of course, which was not a surprise. And beside him was standing that Warlord most wild. Those two Northmen looked down, and they wickedly smiled. Felman heckled Prince Martin to try to destroy any grit that was left in that ten-year-old boy.
But the Prince now ignored him and looked at his friend. Martin thought to himself, This CANNOT be the end. He remembered the time when Sir Ray and he met and, together, faced down a most terrible threat. And when Ray couldn’t walk, Martin bore his friend’s weight. They had somehow survived, though their danger was great.
Now he gritted his teeth, and he lifted his chin.
He had done this before.
He could do it again.
The boy took his first step on that bridge in the sky. Martin never looked down—he just met his friend’s eye. As he stepped rung to rung, heading straight to Sir Ray, he thought, “Someday we’ll die. But it WON’T be today!”
Meanwhile, slaver and warlord, blue-faced and most wild, were rappelling the wall.
They were awfully riled!
When he got to Sir Ray, Martin never once thought of himself as he focused and started to squat; then he struggled and strained, and he lifted Sir Ray! For a horrible moment, they started to sway! But the boy kept his balance and bore his friend’s weight.
With Sir Ray on his shoulders, the Prince headed straight to the pad where they parked those contraptions that fly.
They could see John and Ted floating high in the sky.
Meg had stayed and made ready a harness for Ray. She would ride right beside him that cold northern day.




Chapter 14: 

Contraptions That Fly

Martin helped Meg to harness the knot-ridden Ray to the frame of her flyer; she’d launch right away. Now the slaver and Warlord were awfully near. They would soon be upon them; the children could hear that the ladder now groaned from the weight of each brute. They were bridging that gap in determined pursuit!
They could hear the bells ringing, now; guards were aware that the girl had escaped in a desperate dare. A great clatter arose: arrows struck on the pad! Archers aimed at Sir Ray and the lass and the lad, who unslung his new shield and he held it up high. He protected his friends as Meg readied to fly. Arrows hit Martin’s shield from those archers above.
[image: Prince Martin blocks the incoming arrows with his shield]


“We’re
ready!” yelled Meg, “Martin, give us a shove!” The boy pushed the girl’s glider; it launched in the air!
Then Prince Martin looked back and could see that the pair of big Northmen had crossed.
They now stood on the pad.
They were glaring at Martin; those Northmen were mad! And that Warlord yelled out in a fit of black rage: “Guards, release all the battlecats—open their cage!”
There were two flyers left, and the boy surely knew that to cripple one flyer was what he must do. So he slashed at one’s wing with his sharp little sword. Then he raced to the other; the boy climbed aboard.
Through a shower of arrows, the kid launched his craft, and he earnestly hoped for a strong upward draft. But the Warlord, that instant, caught up and he lunged and he grabbed the lad’s glider.
[image: The warlord hangs from Martin's glider]
And downward they plunged!
Martin hurtled straight down to the concrete below with a two hundred eighty-pound Warlord in tow. His craft dropped like a stone and the ground rose up fast.
Of the tales of Prince Martin, would this be the last?
But the Prince pulled a lever that triggered the springs that adjusted the vents on that hang glider’s wings. This arrested the nose dive and righted their course. Now they glided away from that enemy force.
Still, the weight of the Warlord impeded their flight—and to make matters worse, the man started to bite!
Flying low, Martin’s craft glided over the lake. The lad feared that its frame was beginning to break, and the weight of the Warlord would crumple the wings.
But what happened next was the strangest of things!
The cold water exploded and up from the deep rose a huge golden fish in a sixty-foot leap! Drops of water, like diamonds, rained down from this carp. Its great teeth were like daggers, incredibly sharp.
It engulfed the big Warlord!
He met a bad end.
[image: A huge prehistoric gold fish bursts from the water to engulf the warlord]


But the boy surged aloft, being borne by the wind. Martin stared at the ripples with horror and awe, thinking, THAT’S what was meant by the sign that we saw….
The Prince still had a problem, though: Felman now flew in the last of the flyers and sailed into view. But that flyer flew low from the gash Martin made when he’d hacked at its wing with his sharp little blade. And the wound to that wing had continued to rip during flight, till it flapped in a long, ragged strip. Felman’s glider flew low and was starting to sink. Would the slaver crash land in that deep icy drink?
Then another explosion burst forth from the lake!
Felman tilted and jerked the emergency brake.
A gold fish snapped its jaws—but it bit at thin air!
That carp missed Felman’s feet by the width of a hair. Oh, but now Felman’s flyer was out of control, and it crashed by the bank, in a gravelly shoal.
Then a strong gust of wind blew the young fellow toward his four hovering friends—and the five of them soared.
Oh, but Felman survived.
He glared up at the boy.
In a low voice he said, “Time to search and destroy.”




Chapter 15: 

The Chase

Our friends flew from that fortress; and, my, what a race! On the ground far below, mounted Northmen gave chase. From on high, John looked down, and he sized up their foes. ’Twas a motley assortment (just what you’d suppose): up in front was that slaver atop his black steed. Nineteen Northmen rode with him at frightening speed. But of greatest concern to John’s far-seeing eyes was the clowder of cats of unusual size. Those, of course, were the battlecats, hissing with rage, that the Warlord had ordered released from their cage.
[image: Battle cats race ahead of the foes]


Now our friends flew due south (the same way they had come). The thin air was quite cold, and their faces were numb. But, alas, they were no longer flying so high, for the wind that had borne them had started to die.
This was not welcome news.
They all knew what it meant: soon their flyers would slowly begin their descent. They flew ten minutes more and touched down in a field. In a terrible instant, one look back revealed their pursuers had gained; they were four miles away. They could see gleaming steel in the broad light of day.
Our friends left the three flyers and started to run. But not before something important was done! That dread bola of Felman’s still bound the dog’s legs. And this
led to their using that present of Meg’s!
See, she needed her knife, but that dagger was buried; it lay deep in the backpack the Princess had carried. The girl dumped out its contents in search of her knife. And that’s when she got the surprise of her life. In a scarf that was made of the finest of cotton, was wrapped the girl’s horn. She’d completely forgotten!
She now held up her gift from that elderly bear. And the horn gave them hope, and it drove back despair. The girl took a deep breath, and she gave it a blast. Could those bears even hear it in country this vast? Her friends covered their ears, and again the girl blew it.
Then she knelt and she picked up her dagger and drew it. The girl crawled to Sir Ray with the King’s little blade. With a couple of cuts, nimble work she now made of the knotted up bola; the knight was now free.
But the Northmen had gained.
Now our friends had to flee!
So the five of them ran till they felt their lungs burn. Still, their enemies gained. Would the tide ever turn? After running two miles, the girl sounded a blast. But the Northmen drew closer; their mounts were so fast! Each look back would reveal they were hot on their heels. Those great cats ran the fastest; they’d missed a few meals.
As their enemies neared, drawing in for the kill, our friends crossed a long plain and ran up a low hill.
Then they slowed and they skidded and came to a halt.
They had come to the edge of a natural fault that appeared in the ground of that northern frontier—not the kind they could climb: the descent was too sheer. And they couldn’t rappel: it was ten thousand feet to the floor of that canyon. They’d just have to meet their pursuers in combat—and fight to the death.
The dog vowed he’d resist till he breathed his last breath. That bold knight said, “It looks like the end of the road. But to die in our beds isn’t something we’re owed. So make ready your weapons! Our enemies near. Mark my words, they’ll discover we sell our lives dear.”
Meg kept sounding her horn, which rang loud and rang clear. Sir Ray asked her to climb up the tree that was near. He suggested she blow it from high off the ground, so the clear Northern air would help carry the sound. So she climbed up that pine. Their pursuers drew nearer. The girl sounded her horn.
Would those bears even hear her?
Then Sir Ray said, “Prepare. We will give them a show. I am ready for battle; my heart is aglow. I declare it’s an honor, my brotherly band, to fight by your side as we make our last stand.”
Meg kept sounding her horn from the top of that tree. But would anyone answer the Princess’s plea? She was starting to worry her eardrums would burst, but she blew, and she blew, ever fearing the worst.
And those blasts from that horn
shook the tree to its roots.
About two miles away, she could see that the brutes had slowed down, for they’d seen our friends caught in a trap, having come to the edge of The Great Northern Gap. But Meg held that horn tight and continued to blow it.
[image: Meg sounds her horn from the top of the tree]


And SOMEBODY heard, though the girl didn’t know it.
Yes, indeed, to the east, in a network of caves, someone’s sleep was disturbed by inaudible waves. Those vibrations produced by that horn that was blown rippled down through those roots to the underground stone. And they traveled for miles—tiny tremors of sound—to the darkest of dens that lay deep underground.
Someone’s dreams disappeared, and that somebody stirred, having felt what no other could ever have heard.




Chapter 16: 

Felman’s Offer

From the hilltop, the comrades looked down on that plain. In a glance, these companions could all ascertain that those Northmen were near; they’d arrive all too soon. Our friends glanced at the sun.
It was nearly high noon.
Then the Northmen arrived, looking rugged and tall. They were armed to the teeth and looked ready to brawl. And their battlecats’ fangs were a frightening sight! They were five inches long and an ivory white. When a cat arched its back with a horrible hiss, the boy took a step back toward that deadly abyss.
They had foes to the front and a canyon behind.
Our friends couldn’t escape from this terrible bind.
Now the slaver dismounted; as Felman stepped forth, he snarled, “Give up the girl—she will not leave the North. She will not be escaping my clutches again. If you give her back freely, you’ll save your own skin. Ah, but if you resist—and we take her by force—then you fellows will die . . . and we’ll feel no remorse.”
All heads turned to Prince Martin, who gripped his bright blade. He considered this offer that Felman had made. He could give up the Princess and run to the King, who would come for the girl with the army he’d bring.
Oh, but what if the army got slowed by delays?
And would Meg even be
there in ten or twelve days?
As he stared up at Felman, the boy feared a fight. How he wanted to run!
But it didn’t feel right….
Martin looked up at Meg, who
defiantly glared down at Felman, although, she was awfully scared.
Then a memory flashed in the young Prince’s head of Sir Ray in a crisis—and what Ray had said.
In the depths of his chest, he now felt a warm glow. (If you’ve fought in a battle, it’s one you will know.)
He adjusted his crown.
And he squinted his eyes.
Now he icily said, to the slaver’s surprise, “I am NOT going to give you this cousin of mine. Come and take
her, you rascal—if you’ve got the spine!”
[image: Martin, sword drawn, prepares to defind Meg]


Felman paused, then he said in his nastiest voice: “Kid, I thought you were smarter. You’ve made the wrong choice….”
As they drew out their weapons, the Northlanders grinned. All was silent except for the howl of the wind. The men bristled with axes and sabers and maces. They thought: THIS will be fun!—you could tell by their faces.
Those big cats licked their lips and looked ready to feast.
Then they all heard a sound!
And it came from the east.
It was rolling like thunder.
It rumbled and boomed.
The sound rattled the plain.
Northmen whispered: “We’re doomed!”
But the sound had a different effect on our friends, who’d been thinking they’d come to the deadest of ends. This new feeling was later described by the boy as a mixture of terror, amazement, and joy.
All eyes looked to the east and our friends’ spirits soared! Northmen quivered and quaked at the sight of the horde of
one-thousand-pound
cave bears now rushing their way. They had heeded Meg’s call! They would enter the fray! (In those long-ago days, bears could outrun a horse; as they’d heard the horn’s call, they had raced to the source.)
With those bears surging in, all the Northlanders froze, and they shivered with fright from their heads to their toes. But then Felman rebuked them: “You men better fight!”
Now the battle began.
The bears’ fury burned bright….
[image: A group of Cave bears charge into the fray]




Chapter 17: 

The Battle

The two forces collided and savagely fought! And much mayhem and havoc those enemies wrought. Sir Ray fought beside Martin, John fought beside Ted, and all four received wounds that were painful and bled. Still, their faces were grim and their eyes were agleam; they drove all their foes back, for they fought as a team.
And the king of those cave bears was hard to forget! That bear went on a rampage to settle the debt that he owed to our friends for returning his child. Swatting Northmen like flies, that king cave bear was riled.
Indeed, all of the cave bears were tougher than nails. They would seize those great cats by the tips of the tails. They would swing them around, as the battlecats shrieked; then they’d let those cats go and look on as they streaked through the sky till they crashed to the ground in defeat. (Those bears proved that cats don’t always land on their feet!)
[image: A cave bear swings a helpless battle cat by its tail]


No, those Northmen and battlecats couldn’t withstand that alliance of bears and the brotherly band. They decisively lost: some lay still and some fled, and they left the ground stained with a dark shade of red. Even Felman lay still from a blow to his head. He was dazed and confused—but appeared to be dead.
The alliance had won with their efforts combined. That’s when Torben
showed up, having trailed far behind.
It was Torben, of course, who had felt the horn’s blast.
He had roused all the cave bears—but he arrived last. When she saw him, Meg went to that bear cub in haste; and, with tears in their eyes, the friends warmly embraced.
No one noticed that Felman, who lay near the Prince, slowly reached for his knife, though his wounds made him wince. He had come to his senses and surveyed the scene. Although injured, he still was quite cunning and mean. Felman glared at the Princess, who hugged her old friend.
And he vowed then and there that her young life would end.
Meg had slipped through his grasp; Felman now understood.
But if he couldn’t have her, then nobody would!
With a glint in his eye, he decided to hurl his sharp knife at the heart of that nine-year-old girl!
But when pulling the blade from the sheath in his boot, Felman’s knife made a sound that was truly minute. The knife slid on the silver adorning the sheath; it produced a soft rasp like the scraping of teeth.
[image: Felman, playing dead, quietly slides the blade from his boot]


No one heard such a barely perceptible sound . . . except Torben, whose hearing was truly profound.
We perceive through our senses; you know that quite well. They are taste, touch, and sight, also hearing and smell. If you’re born without one, there are four that remain. Yet their powers will all, enigmatically, gain. ’Twas because of this mystery Torben’s keen ear could detect what no other was able to hear!
When he heard that blade’s rasp, Torben screamed in alarm. Felman knelt on the ground now—and drew back his arm.
When he heard Torben’s cry, Martin gripped his bright blade. The boy saw in a flash that Meg needed his aid! Felman started to throw; the Prince saw what he planned. So he slashed with his sword and he struck Felman’s hand! Felman’s knife—and his hand!—both fell down to the ground. He was howling in anger, a horrible sound. A big cave bear restrained him so he couldn’t fight. To the trunk of that pine tree, Ted tied him up tight. Felman clearly could see, to his utter chagrin, he could not hurl a knife or his bola again.
He just sneered at them all; he was sure he was doomed.
But the Princess stepped forward and treated his wound! Margaret patiently bound it so it wouldn’t bleed. ’Twas an act of nobility, all there agreed.
He did not get off easy, though. No, not at all! After saying farewell, the bears started to haul Felman off to their caves; they had one just for him. They would keep him confined while they slept in their den. Cave bears slept a whole decade in those ancient times: he’d be trapped for ten years to consider his crimes. Yet the bears were humane: they had food he could eat.
But it wouldn’t be onions, potatoes, and meat.
They would leave him dried cabbages, carrots, and kale. Plus, a barrel of water in place of his ale.




Chapter 18: 

Home, Home in the West

Standing high on a parapet, early one day, were the Prince of The West and the knight named Sir Ray. They were back at the castle, returned from their quest. They stood high on that tower at Margaret’s request. Far below them the sea was a sapphire blue.
A mere hour before, Meg had bid them adieu.
She had hugged her two friends as she told them goodbye, and she’d asked them to climb up that parapet high. Meg had wanted to see cousin Martin and Ray from the deck of the ship as the ship sailed away.
Martin never once thought of that tower’s great height. Standing high off the ground hadn’t filled him with fright, for he’d conquered his fear up in Northland that day on that perilous pass when he rescued Sir Ray.


[image: Prince Martin and Sir Ray watch from a tall parapent as Princess Meg's ship sails away]


As her ship left the harbor, the Princess had spied her two friends in that tower. She’d laughed and she’d cried. They had waved at each other, a final farewell. Meg would miss her two friends; that she knew very well.
Now, at last, they could no more see Meg on the deck, for her ship had become just a distant black speck. As that ship disappeared, sailing west with their friend, Ray said, “Martin, all good things must come to an end.”
“Our month sure went by fast,” Martin said with a sigh. He would miss Princess Meg; that he couldn’t deny. Now with glistening eyes, Martin said to his friend, “But we had a good time.”
They began to descend.
As they climbed down those stairs to the ground far below, Martin thought of their quest, and his heart was aglow. He recalled how the cub saved the Princess’s life when his keen little ears heard the scrape of that knife. He’d assumed, because Torben was blind, that the bear couldn’t help them at all, couldn’t shoulder his share of the troubles they’d face on that perilous quest. Now he knew he’d been wrong and that Torben was blessed with perception exceeding the rest of his kind—which he wouldn’t have had if he hadn’t been blind. 

Had that bear not cried out, the boy wouldn’t have seen that Meg needed his help, that he must intervene. The boy pondered this mystery deep in his heart.


Then he stopped on a stair.


He looked up with a start.


In a whisper he said, “Could it possibly be that the bear was born blind so that others could see?”


This taught Martin a lesson that’s easy to spot, one the boy took to heart, and he never forgot: we meet all different types as we walk on the earth. Don’t be quick to pass judgment on somebody’s worth. Some appear to be weak or too young or too old. But unseen may be wisdom or talent untold! Only fools judge by looks—for appearances lie. There is so often more than at first meets the eye.


And perhaps in the end, we will see with clear eyes, and we’ll know their true worth—to our utter surprise.


THE END


◆◆◆
 


Did you love this Prince Martin adventure?
We'd be grateful if you'd leave a quick Amazon review to help spread the word. Thank you.





Glossary: 

Power Words



●       Abutting: Verb. Touching along an edge of something.

○       In this story, the field in which the King’s ponies graze is abutting, or touching, the wall.

●       Adrenaline: Noun. A hormone your body produces to give your muscles a power surge when you need to fight or flee. 

●       Agleam: Adjective. Bright, gleaming.

○       Example: In the heat of battle, the warrior’s eyes were agleam.

●       Antediluvian: Adjective. A very, very long time ago. It literally means “before the flood.”

○       I love the sound of this word. Try saying it aloud!

●       Barracks: Noun. A building in which soldiers sleep.

○       Soldiers get very tired because soldiering is hard work. So they like to sleep for as long as possible in the barracks.

●       Bola: Noun. A weapon formed by three hard, heavy balls connected to the ends of strong cords. It is thrown at a running animal to entangle its legs and cause it to trip and fall.

○       When I lived in South America as a boy, the cowboys, who were called gauchos, used bolas to catch stray cattle. My dad bought a bola, and it’s an impressive weapon.

●       Brash: Adjective. Rude.

○       Example: Good boys aren’t brash; rather, they’re humble and polite.

●       Brawl: Verb. To fight in a loud, violent way.

●       Brazen: Adjective. An attitude of shameless and disrespectful boldness.

●       Brigands: Noun. A band of bad guys who live by plunder. Also known as outlaws, robbers, thieves, or bandits.

○       I wrote a previous Prince Martin story called Prince Martin and the Thieves. In that tale, Prince Martin and Sir Ray have a scary run-in with some brigands.

●       Catcall. Noun. A loud, sharp whistle or shout to express disapproval at a performance.

○       If you don’t like a show, there’s no need for a catcall. That’s rude. Instead, simply don’t clap.

●       Clientele. Noun. Customers at a place of business.

●       Clobber. Verb. To hit really hard.

○       In this tale, Princess Meg clobbers a Northman using a table leg.

●       Clowder: Noun. A cluster of cats.

○       If you have never used the word clowder, it’s time to start!

●       Coffers: Noun. Boxes or chests that hold money.

○       In this story, the greedy Ringmaster hopes to fill up his coffers with money made by forcing Torben to dance.

●       Contraption. Noun. A cleverly made machine.

○       In this story, the hang gliders were man-made contraptions. Just between you and me, I don’t think the Northmen themselves were clever enough to make those flyers. Personally, I think the Northmen stole them (or at least the idea) from somebody else.

●       Count coup. A brave deed by which a warrior touches his enemy in battle without killing him or getting himself hurt in the process.

●       Defiantly: Adverb. To resist someone or something in a bold, brave way.

○       In this story, Princess Meg shows her grit by defiantly staring at Felman.

●       Distraught: Adjective. Upset and worried.

●       Drake: Noun. An old word for dragon.

○       Usually, old words like drake are more fun to use than new words like dragon. A really old word for dragon is wyrm.

●       Embers: Noun. The red, slow-burning remains of a fire.

●       Gravelly: Adjective. Something that’s made up of tiny rock pebbles, also known as gravel.

○       When I was a kid, I spent many, many hours catching crawdads in gravelly creeks and shoals. They looked like miniature lobsters. If I wasn’t careful, I’d get pinched!

●       Grit: Noun. The critical character trait of choosing to be tough and firm and persistent in the face of difficulty.

○       Grit is one of the very best character traits you can develop. If you have grit, you will go far in life.

●       Hackles: Noun. The hair on the back of a dog’s or a wolf’s neck that raises up in the face of danger.

●       Haggle: Verb. To argue over something, especially a price.

○       In this story, Felman and the Warlord haggle over how much it will cost the Warlord to buy Princess Meg from Felman.

●       Heckle: Verb. To taunt, ridicule, or embarrass somebody.

●       Hibernate: Verb. To sleep for a long period of time.

●       Holster: Verb. To put a weapon into a carrying case, sheath, or sling that’s attached to a belt.

○       When you’re not using your weapon, you should safely holster it.

●       Hulking: Adjective. Big, bulky, and heavy.

●       Icily: Adverb. To do something in a cool, calm, collected, and maybe even unfriendly way.

○       At the end of this tale, Prince Martin icily stares down Felman.

●       Indignantly: Adverb. To do something with a feeling of displeasure or of being offended.

○       In this story, Prince Martin acts indignantly at first when he realizes that Princess Meg has come to join their adventure. But he finally comes around.

●       Jeers: Noun. Rude shouts of disapproval.

●       Jester: Noun. A professional jokester.

●       Jostle: Verb. To bump or shake something.

○       Example: If you accidentally jostle someone, you should say, “Excuse me.”

●       Just: Adjective. Guided or motivated by justice and fairness.

○       In this story, the King says that freeing the enslaved Torben was just.

●       Kinfolk: Noun. Family members and relatives.

●       Kindred: Noun. A person’s family members.

●       Kith: Noun. Friends and family and neighbors who live close to each other as a group.

○       You have probably noticed that kinfolk, kindred, and kith all mean pretty much the same thing.

●       Leer: Noun. A rude look given by someone with bad intentions.

●       Mayhem: Noun. Rowdy disorder and violence.

●       Millennia: Noun. Multiple thousand-year periods.

●       Modestly: Adverb. To do something in a humble way.

●       Mucked out: Verb. To clean refuse and muck out of a horse stable.

○       Prince Martin’s parents didn’t give him and Princess Meg money to spend at the Circus. Rather, the kids had to earn it by mucking out the stables.

●       Nimble: Adjective. Quick and light and skilled of movement.

●       Nock: Verb. To put an arrow to a bowstring to get ready to shoot.

●       Pelt: Noun. The hide of a dead animal. A piece of clothing can be made out of a pelt.

●       Poach: Verb. To hunt and take an animal illegally.

●       Prance: Verb. To dance.

●       Prowl: Verb. To sneak around.

●       Raider: Noun. Someone who invades someone else’s land to steal and destroy.

●       Rappel: Verb. To climb down a wall or a mountain using ropes and hooks and belays.

●       Rasp: Noun. A scraping sound.

○       In this story, the sound Felman’s knife makes when he pulls it out of the sheath is a rasp.

●       Rummage. Verb. To actively search for something by moving stuff around.

●       Sage: Noun. Someone who is old and wise.

●       Sinister: Adjective. Wicked or evil.

●       Smirk: Noun. A rude smile.

●       Stallion: Noun. A powerful male horse.

●       Steed. Noun. A spirited horse.

○       Example: The knight rode his trusty steed into the thick of the battle.

●       Swordsmanship: Noun. Practicing with a sword to hone fighting skills.

●       Tally: Noun. A numbered list.

●       Troupe: Noun. A group of performers.

●       Unnerved: Adjective. Upset and worried.

●       Ursuline: Adjective. Relating to bears.

○       In this story, Princess Meg receives the horn from a wise old bear, also known as an ursuline sage.

●       Verdant: Adjective. Green with growing plants.

●       Wallop: Verb. To hit really, really hard.

●       Wizened: Adjective. Withered or shriveled due to age.

○       Some of the wisest people around are wizened.





Coming soon
Prince Martin and the Last Centaur! 
Visit www.princemartin.com for updates!


◆◆◆
 
More Prince Martin
If you enjoyed Prince Martin and the Cave Bear, you won’t want to miss Books 1–3 of the Prince Martin Epic: Prince Martin Wins His Sword, Prince Martin and the Thieves, and Prince Martin and the Dragons!
Find them at: www.princemartin.com




About the author

When Brandon Hale was a young boy, he lived in South America. It was a great place to be a kid, and his mom let him play outside as much as he wanted. He had a dog named Okie, a slingshot, and an awesome treehouse his dad built. The tree was full of pink mangoes, jabbering parrots, and fat iguanas! When he was older, his family moved home to Oklahoma, and he began second grade. His favorite classes were Reading and History. He still got to spend a lot of time outdoors, and sometimes his uncles would take him hunting—with their falcons! His favorite tales were Treasure Island, The Swiss Family Robinson, Old Yeller, and The Hobbit.
After finishing 19 years(!) of school, Brandon went to work as an attorney. In 2001, a lovely lady agreed to marry Brandon. Now they have five great kids and live on the Oklahoma plains. Regarding Prince Martin, Brandon didn’t even know he existed until he popped into his head one day! And when he had to go overseas for a long time in 2015, Brandon would tell his young son Prince Martin stories on the phone. In fact, the boy named some of the most important characters! Now Brandon wakes up real early every morning (when the house is unusually quiet) and writes about Prince Martin. His previous books in the Prince Martin Epic are Prince Martin Wins His Sword, Prince Martin and the Thieves, and Prince Martin and the Dragons. Prince Martin and the Cave Bear is his fourth book—and he’s got more up his sleeve!




About the illustrator

Jason Zimdars is the artist behind Brandon Hale’s Prince Martin Epic series and the bestseller, It Doesn’t Have to Be Crazy at Work, by Jason Fried and David Heinemeier Hansson.
As a young artist, Jason grew up immersed in stories of heroes and magic like The Lord of the Rings, Star Wars, The Dark Crystal, and E.T. He’d return home from the movies or the library and draw all the amazing characters and places he saw in his imagination.
When his friend, Brandon, told him about Prince Martin he knew he had to draw him and all his friends, too. With Prince Martin and the Cave Bear, he has illustrated all four books in the series.
Jason lives in Oklahoma with two dogs who aren’t nearly as brave as Sir Ray.




For More Information
www.princemartin.com
info@princemartin.com




This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.
Copyright © 2019 Brandon Hale.
Illustrations Copyright © 2019 Jason Zimdars
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
Cover by Jason Zimdars.



images/00029.jpg





images/00028.jpg





images/00031.jpg





images/00030.jpg





images/00033.jpg





images/00032.jpg





images/00035.jpg





images/00034.jpg





cover.jpeg
[lustrated by
JASON ZIMDARS





images/00026.jpg





images/00025.jpg





images/00027.jpg





images/00018.jpg





images/00020.jpg





images/00019.jpg





images/00022.jpg





images/00021.jpg
DOH Ay
N\l\‘!‘v\?\\\ - Dﬂ?f”
18‘“!‘“’» 2y T )ﬂl

yelle*

. HYe»
m WUyl . A_“m e Hha
A evMFA:y s o





images/00024.jpg





images/00023.jpg





images/00015.jpg





images/00014.jpg





images/00017.jpg





images/00016.jpg





images/00049.jpg





images/00048.jpg





images/00051.jpg





images/00050.jpg





images/00009.jpg
o






images/00008.jpg
i
A
et R
A @\
/ - il
/ Q

=
2

| .,
\\\\\\\\\\\\ k\\\\\\ W TR

=—





images/00052.jpg





images/00011.jpg





images/00010.jpg





images/00013.jpg





images/00012.jpg





images/00047.jpg





images/00038.jpg





images/00040.jpg





images/00039.jpg





images/00042.jpg
; , | | ,/_‘/_____I ( I i
e L e b





images/00041.jpg





images/00044.jpg





images/00043.jpg





images/00046.jpg





images/00045.jpg





images/00037.jpg





images/00036.jpg





images/00002.jpg





images/00001.jpg





images/00004.jpg





images/00003.jpg





images/00006.jpg





images/00005.jpg





images/00007.jpg





